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one chapter 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own anybody. //thoughts//. Sorry if something sounded very dramatic haha. Oh and, | noticed 


similarities with the 2 previous fics, next one will be different ok? 


//0k maybe | had this coming. Maybe | deserved it for acting like an asshole..and not going to the funeral. But 
you would never let me explain. Nor | wanted to tell you why | acted like that. If you only knew the real 


reason// 


//\ couldn't bear seeing you like that, ok? Why? Because l'm so in love with you. Maybe more than what | ever 
let you know. But.. there is no use now.there is no going back// Anyway, they hadn't had good times for a 


long time. 


The guitarist was looking down, hands fisting, with an inexplicable lump in his throat. //What.is happening to 
me?// He was not the only one..on suffering, as Robert's eyes looked tired in a way he had never seen before. 


Tired of trying and failing. 


"Well this had to end one day." 
"Yeah I..think so." 
"As you wish." 


But you can't just forget easily. He couldn't just stop wanting. It had been a long time since they had any kind 

of intimacy..the few ones hadn't been on purpose. He didn't know what Robert was thinking, but he would find 

himself many times wanting to just..have him. Shamelessly. //No. Robert must be feeling the same way. Even 
if he doesn't show it. | know him well enough.// 


Once Jimmy had tried to make advances towards him. He observed Robert, who was busy talking with 5 
roadies at the same time, telling them where the mics should be placed, if they needed to be removable or 


not..also where Jonesy's keyboard should be put. 


"Robert!" he shouted suddenly, his arms hanging from his body just as his guitar, "could you help me with 
this?" 


The singer had turned his head automatically when he heard his name being called. Jimmy noticed how the 
roadies were all looking at him, and next retreated also at the same time. Robert had displayed a normal smile 
and approached to good-naturedly help his now just-friend. Of course Jimmy could do that by himself, he even 
felt a little shy as Robert stood in front of him. 


"What's the matter?" he smiled at him, hands on his hips. 


"Can you help me tighten the guitar strap?" he blurted out, and was already waiting for the other man to tell 
him to do it himself, when Robert just nodded. 


"Sure" he nodded, pretending he didn't know his help wasn't needed there. With a blank look, his eyebrows 
slightly frowning, he surrounded Jimmy with his arms, instead of walking behind him and adjusting the strap. 
Jimmy stared at his face the whole time, thinking about what he might do or say next, but soon Robert was 
done and just walked away before anything could happen. And he played that show with the guitar higher than 


usual. 


Now, several days after, they were doing soundcheck and just taking a look at the place they would play that 
night, measuring all the space and different angles of view the crowd would have of the stage. They had been 


left alone there and everyone else had gone for a break 


Jimmy noticed Robert with his hand on his chin, kind of thoughtful about something. He walked towards him 
and stepped right behind him, carefully getting closer to sort of look over his shoulder. Robert noticed this and 
simply turned his head to look at him, then looked front again. 


"Can you imagine, what all those people on the crowd must feel? We have proved that, and we have witnessed, 


how music can be felt differently in a mass. It is quite a more powerful, and intense feeling. They don’t just 
come to see us you know? They feel us. Being able to transmit my feeling to all those people here together... | 
love it" His eyes were thoughtful, yet filled with a faint passion for that vision that Jimmy knew so well, and 
shared almost completely with him. 


"| agree with everything except with one thing.." he replied softly, "I get the same or a more powerful feeling 
even when I'm just playing alone.. in my house... don't need to be with people to feel it” He made a sort of 


pointing movement and touched Robert's forearm lightly. 
"Well yeah, that's what musicians do Jim," he smiled, "what you do." 
"| know." 


The guitarist wasn't that much into the conversation. All that mattered was, that he was close and he was 
letting him. //0k, we're good// Jimmy was smelling his scent and feeling his curls touch his face. And he had 
touched his arm. And he still let him. Robert was actually pretending nothing was happening. 


"| guess... this is what makes us different, and | don't mean it to sound cocky, from many of those people," he 
pointed at the empty seats again, "we just feel things differently.. and.. | will admit this to you right now.. 
Jimmy, the best feeling I've ever got has been from playing with you." 


"Mine too" he whispered, and without noticing it, he placed his hand way more intentionally on Robert's forearm 


and almost closed his eyes as he pressed his guitar on his back. 


Robert felt himself shudder, and finally turned his whole body towards the other man, looking at him now 
differently. 


"| have to get a mic stand.would you come with me?" 


Jimmy nodded and looked down, noticing his pulse start to go faster. He unstrapped his guitar and they calmly 
went away from there and into the building to a room at the end of the hall. Robert was walking without 
hesitation, after all, he had to "get something’. They entered the room, which was full with equipment, and you 
could easily hide there, if you had to. They just walked through it. 


But as Robert got closer and closer to the door, he had regretted everything. What was he doing anyway? He 
told himself, he wouldn't do anything. Nope. Maybe he should just get those stands and return to the stage. 
Maybe Jimmy hadn't caught it.. but he was wrong. 


The guitarist blushed and smiled satisfied when he heard him sigh with frustration He was wearily looking for 
the mic stands, then taking random ones and turning around with the intention to exit the room, when he 


interrupted him. 


"Perce.. we never use stands like those" he said, shockingly slow, and giving him quite an uncomfortable stare. 


Now Jimmy could see a look in Robert's eyes that showed how mad he was at himself for doing what he was 


doing. 


Jimmy stepped closer and took them from his hands to put them aside. The air had become thick and he could 
feel his blood rushing all through his body as they stared at each other, and he knew, that blood was only 


seconds from going all to one particular place. Where were they? Who the hell cared? 


//\Now..| like that look of self-control on your face..you really amaze me. You look so hot.. But I'm gonna have 


to beg you to give in// 


Jimmy got even closer to him, still staring at his eyes. Their faces were only inches away, and Robert, though 
he was giving him that blank stare like that time before, had not moved. He knew what he was doing, they had 
both agreed it was over and they wouldn't- 


Jimmy flicked his tongue over Robert's bottom lip. 
That was it. 


Now they were kissing furiously, Robert had grabbed the back of Jimmy's head and bit his lip quite hard, 
because he knew the other man enjoyed it, but more as if he wanted to punish that mouth, the one that had 
crumbled his resistance. The guitarist was clawing at his hair and enjoying that he could hardly breathe. Next 


he opened his mouth to allow the singer's tongue in. 


Their movements were now so rough and almost desperate, that before they knew it Jimmy had his back 
against the cold wall and had slid down along it. Robert followed him, nudging him to the nearby corner. How 


convenient. 


Jimmy was enjoying everything like someone thirsty would when finding water. And the other for sure felt the 
same way. //Thark you. // He closed his eyes and ran his hands through the other man's hair as he felt him 
kiss his neck, his chest, his shoulders, while he took his time to undo the guitarists belt. He didn't care how 
the drugs had left his body. Speaking of true feelings, it's not the physical appearance you care about. 


But once Jimmy's pants were gone, everything went rough again. Robert's tongue entered his mouth again as 
they both pulled the singer's pants off. Then he pushed one finger into Jimmy; the guitarist was holding onto 
his shoulders, breathing unevenly. He let out a groan as the singer introduced a second finger, then a third one. 
He made sure Jimmy had seen him licking his lips, before grabbing his hips hard, lifting them so that they 
were both in a better position Robert stared at him as he pushed his hard cock in, and Jimmy just maintained 
the look back, the desire evident in each other's eyes. //Come on Percy get. inside me. c'mon// 


Robert gasped, pressing his forehead against Jimmy's, finally completely inside him. The guitarist moaned softly 
just as they started moving; Robert was holding his sides and thrusting into him, and Jimmy buckled his hips 
forward every time he could. Oh but he wanted so much more now. Closing his eyes, he ran his mouth up 


Robert's neck before saying: 


"Love is this all you've got?..do it harder, come on" he sighed, then his voice grew darker, "l know you can" 


Robert just exhaled and raised his eyebrows in disbelief, then spread Jimmy's legs wider with his hands and 
slammed into him immediately right after, hitting his prostate with that movement. A loud moan escaped 
Jimmy's throat as this took him by surprise. 


"Better huh?" Robert smirked teasingly, and Jimmy just grunted, now leaning his head back and opening his 
mouth. The singer grabbed him harder and started fucking him even faster, his breathing ragged by how 
much he was enjoying it. //Oh shit ok- fuck yes..// Jimmy wasn't surprised when he felt himself getting close 
more quickly than he had thought.. 


Then Robert heard a faint noise coming from the far door and turned his head. Had he put the lock on..? 
Jimmy noticed this and kissed his temple reassuringly, hands on his neck, "No don't worry-" he panted, "l 
mean..we're almost done", he managed a small smile, causing Robert to twist his mouth as if to prevent from 


grinning. 


He resumed thrusting into Jimmy, trying to go deeper every time, maintaining a rhythm that made them both 
gasp and moan Robert moved his hips back and forth, wanting to please him, and it was obviously working out 
pretty well. If anyone unfortunately got to see the scene, they would see Jimmy Page squirming and panting 
under his singer, like they had never seen before. Robert enjoyed the guitarists hands on his hair, feeling his 
own body begin to tremble. "Shit, Jimmy" the singer moaned as he came first, and Jimmy followed only a few 
seconds later, so that they came almost at the same time and as quietly as they could, hidden at the back of 


the room. 


They were both still breathing heavily, and quite satisfied with what had just happened, but really being on 
each other's arms like this was what they had missed the most. This sense of security, where they knew, how 
much they still meant to each other. Robert's hand was delicately caressing his shoulder while Jimmy stroked 
his hair. He looked down for his mouth to kiss it. Later they got back to the show-preparing activities. 


While they were still around each other, they wouldn't have to feel guilty for anything. They could do 


whatever they wanted. Even if they weren't "serious" anymore. 


